Like a forgetful   treesu?y shrcff the poet leaves his key
In the lock   itself  and it Is always  for us to search and
see
But searching for coherence in surrealistic poetry
Reminds us of a doggeral  definition of   philosophy.
The poet tosses the   subject up and down
Colours it with likes and dislikes all his own
Twists, conceals and sometimes gives us a negative
view
And in between the lines somewhere does  he hide the
clue.
A neatly constructed poem is a ripe bud of rose
Like petals* the ideas slowly themselves disclose
Clear fancy helps the poem open with natural ease
As a bud blossoms into flower by the  morning breeze.
Muse always indulges in playing hide and seek with
her mate
Slowly but surely the hiding corner her friend can locate
But naughty boys logic and grammar often come and
bray
And thus spoil the whole absorbing and enchanting
game.
As a critic of art and letters rightly observes
Art is not for all, nor every artist is to everyone
It is for him who has   something of it in his nerves
He must needs diligently search and find his favourite
one,